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"Fly to Your Tomorrow, Leave me to my Sorrow..." 


Author's Notes: 

Now, | wrote my first short "Bad Company" fic several months ago. | think you'll find THIS fic to be much more 
developed! 

Of course it's about a little ship | like to call: 

"Rodgirke". 


ENJOY! <3 


1:30 pm and the hotel bustled with life. Many people had either arrived back from a dinner out, or had headed 
out to enjoy the night life entertainment. Inside the grand entrance of the hotel, a small group of men, 


suitcases and luggage in tow, waited at the front desk, speaking softly to one another. 


They looked to be in their late fifties, to early sixties, all except one, who, had a wildcard appearance. The type 
who could look to be anywhere between his late thirties to early sixties, and anyone looking were never the 
wiser. The straying people around spoke to one another as though they recalled the group of men from 


somewhere or other. Suddenly, those who had recognized the men, started chattering, and began to swarm a 


particular trio of men 


The first was an older man, the oldest-looking of the three in fact. He was at no startling height, most likely 
five foot eight, with white hair just past chin length. His blue eyes matched his bright, and grateful personality. 
Rolling up his sleeves of his dark blue, button up dress shirt, the man smiled at the surrounding people, 
speaking to them, saying: "thanks!" or "I appreciate it!" and anything along those lines. After the people had 
spoken enough with him, he straightened out his black pants, looking to his fellow band members. 


The second, and most popular one, whose small crowd consisted mainly of women, was the "wildcard" -looking 
man. His height was easily five foot eight, if not slightly more. Upon his head, was a full set of short, brown- 
black hair. He had bright grey-green eyes, that lit up at the approaching fans. A grin spread across his short 


haired, well groomed, bearded face. 


He was dressed in a pale yellow, button-up shirt, and a black vest; his most well known outfit, for such an 
occasion. Once the surrounding women had spoken, and gotten pictures with him, he raised his head. Where had 
Simon gone? Had he not been there only moments before? Going onto his tiptoes, he began peeking over the 
heads for his third companion. 


"Hey Mick.d'ya know where Simon went?" He called, eyes still searching the crowd. Looking at the other man, 
Mick searched the crowd briefly, before focusing his gaze back to him. 


"| thought | saw him a second 
ago." Mick called back. "Isn't he your responsibility, oh great, and powerful Paul Rodgers?" He joked, a grin 


spreading across his lips. 


Off to the corner, near where the lounge was located, Simon stood, quietly sulking. He had known that they 
were looking for him. If he had been truly honest, he had not cared either way if they found him or not. Why 
did they care? He never felt like he had an opinion with them anyway. He had often felt as though he had no 
voice at all. Of course, he had known better than that to be the truth, but it felt quite the opposite. Especially 
after the death of Boz Burrels. 


There was too much confusion. Too much uncertainty. Simon had no idea what he had felt about anything in 
his life anymore. His fist clenched at his sides, and his eyebrows furrowed in thought. If he had felt the way 
he did..if his emotions had been true, why did he still feel such regret in his heart? Why had he only recently 
begun to feel so powerless around Paul? As though the singer had drained every ounce of energy from within 
him? 


No! Paul was only his friend, or a close one at least. They had spent years together; writing music... playing 


music.. why had he only just begun to harbor deeper emotions for Paul, after so many years? Forty or more, 


in fact. 


And no show of ever sharing anything more than friendship.. 


Paul made his way through the crowds of people, frantically searching, but unfortunately.. no sight of Simon. 


Where in the bloody hell did he get off to now? Paul thought to himself, practically shoving people out of the 
way. Why was it so predictable that Simon, would be the one to get lost, in the quickest way possible? 


Paul noticed that Simon had his eyes staring at the carpet below his feet. His expression was completely blank, 


no sign of emotion in his face whatsoever. 

Oh no. 

He knew exactly what that meant. 

Simon, was having another anxiety attack. 

Paul had no recollection as to what may have triggered the reappearance of such emotions. If it had been 
brought about by the whole incident involving Paul Kossoff (when Simon and himself were part of Free), the 


loss had happened a long, long time ago. As he thought on it for a moment more, Simon DID take the loss 


heavily. He HAD, or had SEEMED to have healed quicker than Paul or the bassist, Andy Fraser. 


Simon stood, unaware of Paul's presence. 


Damn it! Why does life have to be so fuckin’ confusin'? Paul hasn't probably the SLIGHTEST fuckin’ idea what 
you're strugglin’ with.. not a BLOODY clue! Why would he? Been after women his whole damn life! Come on, 
Simon! Get a FUCKIN grip on REALITY. You never ONCE seen ‘im look at ya' any differently. FORTY.damn years! 
Had he once considered how YOU felt, while HE went out an’ kiss th' cheeks of girls in th' crowd? The selfish 
bastard's probably doin just that-.. 


"Simon! Been lookin’ everywhere for ya! What th BLOODY ‘ell were ya’ doin’, mate..2" 


-or not. 


Give me Silver, Blue and Gold 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter twoll 


Hope someone likes this! Bad Company needs a fandom! 


More importantly.. 


ENJOY! 


As his grey-green hues scanned him, his heart dropped slightly. He, despite his frustration, absolutely HATED 
seeing his friend in such melancholy state. Examining his Simon's attire, which consisted of a black, slight v- 
necked long sleeve shirt with the sleeves rolled up at the elbows, dark blue jeans and black leather boots, his 
back facing him, Paul approached carefully. He raised his hand slowly, barely touching Simon's shoulder. Meaning 
for his hand to touch his shoulder lower, he accidentally put his hand closer to his neck. 


Forward.. so DAMNED forward.. he cursed to himself. Paul found his eyes looking him up then down. Was he 


really.. checking Simon out? 
Trust it to Paul to be so damn obvious. 
"Are you all right..?" Paul asked softly, looking at Simon. 


Making matters worse, he hadn't the slightest clue how Simon would react. Not exactly an intelligent move to 


make, esoecially with uncertainty hanging between the two. An uncertainty that Paul intended to exploit. 


Simon's heart practically stopped 
After all the malicious thoughts he had focused onto Paul. 

lt had broken him. 

That had been just enough for Simon to raise his gaze to his companion's grey-green hues. Shock clouded his 


mind, in such ways that he was sure it had shown upon his face, IF he were alone. It took every ounce of his 


energy to hide it now. 


No. He would't dare show it. He'd be a dead giveaway, if he already hadn't been 


Simon raised his left hand to the left side of his own face, near his temple. He gripped the metal frame of his 
glasses, straightening them comfortably on his head. 


" M fine." Simon replied softly, a weary sigh escaping his lips. Even Simon had known by his own emotional 
turmoil that he wasn't fine at all. Avoiding the issue, and convincing Paul about him having NO problems at all 
was the one thing Simon HAD to do. He was well aware that in past cases, he had failed MISERABLY at masking 
his internal conflicts. Although Simon CERTAINLY didn't want to weigh his problems onto the singer's shoulders. 


He could feel Paul's gaze burning into his face. For the first time, Simon felt uncomfortable under the other's 
stare. Half of him wanting to shy away, to melt into the ground, out of Paul's sight. While the other half.. 
wanted to do anything BUT leave. 


"You're not puttin’ anythin’ over me.." Paul said softly, lips barely moving as he leaned ever so slightly closer 
to him. Simon's green eyes immediately darted at him, staring straight into Paul's grey-green, gem-like irises. 
They stared into eachother's eyes for what seemed like centuries passing by the tenfold. Not breaking the 

intensifying gaze between them, Paul swallowed a bit, then pursed his lips, clearing his throat before speaking. 


"You don't look fine at ALL." He added, lowering his head in level with Simon's own bowed head. Paul's gaze 
flickered over the anxious drummer's face, assessing whether to, as he had done previously, to simply leave 
him be, or to try to help him. Simon may not have wanted his help at all. At first, Paul had thought that 


perhaps he was remaining silent to avoid an outburst, but it was unlike Simon to do so.. 


